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A Very Long Night 


Author's Notes: 
Never happened. Layla is character born from my sick and twisted mind. | pretty much made this story up on 
the spot. Constructive criticism is welcome. One can never stop improving. And this is my first Fanfic story 


ever! 


| sing at a cub called The Hideout in London. That's not a full job, though. I'm studying architecture at Regent 
Street Polytechnic and | am singing on the side to make some extra money. The thing is, | don't have a car. | 


have to walk everywhere | go or get a ride from one of the guys | live with. 


| share a flat with three different men who attend school with me. Nick is a sweetheart who just loves cars. If 
you can't find him in the little front room of the flat, he's probably in his room reading something about cars. 


Nick shares a room with Rick, who | can only describe as a mockingbird, does no harm to no one and is only 
here so you can enjoy his lovely music. He is an amazing piano player and a good singer, too. There is a baby 


grand piano in the front room that he loves. 


Then there's Roger. He is a tough nut to crack. He seems very stern and serious until you get to know him. If 
he trusts you, he will really open up to you. He's very passionate about his music and if there is something he 
likes, he will tell you why he likes it with a very detailed list of reasons. | just seem to ignore it most of the 


time. 


Living in a tiny flat with three guys is not as fun as it may sound for a nineteen-year-old girl. They're 


disgusting! And somehow, I'm the one who has to clean up the mess! Oh well, we're all friends. 


| hear the click of my shoes echo off the walls of the alley way, a shortcut to our flat. | couldn't wait to get 
home and | hoped no one else was there. | really needed time to myself. Work had been hard. It was the usual 
routine: come all dressed up, sing for three hours, go home. We were really busy tonight, though. Probably 
because it was Friday night. 


| really wish | brought a sweater or stolen one of Rick's. | had on a black satin sleeveless dress that went to 


the ground. My hair fell in its usual thick dark curls down my back almost to my waist. 


When | approach the building where our flat is, my teeth are chattering. | pull out my keys that | conveniently 
keep in my bra and unlock the main door that leads into lobby. 


There are only three other flats in our building and ours is on the second floor with a great view of London 


As | climb the stairs, | hear the soft notes of the piano. 


Well, | know Rick's home. | groan inwardly to myself as | unlock the door. | walk in to see Rick playing away 
when he suddenly stops and looks at me. 


"Hi, Layla," he says with a warm smile on his face. 

"Hi, Rick," | say while sighing. 

"Long night?" he asks while standing up. 

"Like you wouldn't believe," | say as | reach for a cigarette. | hunt around for a lighter and look up to see Rick 
with his already ignited. | move my face closer to the lighter so the cigarette will catch, then take a drag and 
take it out of my mouth. | move over to the couch and plop down, suddenly feeling overwhelmingly exhausted. | 
lie down across the entire couch and curl up as if | were about to go to sleep. 

"Want me to leave you alone?" Rick asks. 

| mumble something that neither of us can comprehend, then everything turns black. 


nn 


| am awoken very rudely by the sound of the front door hitting the wall. | look up to see Roger and Nick, 


making a noisy return. | groan and turn over on the couch. 


"Oops, sorry Lay, didn't see you there," | hear Nick say as he approaches the couch. Apparently there is room 
left on the couch when | feel it sink down near my head. 


"Since you're awake now, how was work?" Nick asks. He always seems so interested and so eager to hear about 


my work experiences. 
"Dumb," | reply, muffled by the couch cushion 


"Why do you say that?" he asks looking down at me. | move my head to where it is resting on his thigh and 
look up at him. 


"Because it was," | say, not wanting to talk about it. "Where's Rog?" | ask noticing we're missing someone who 


was just here. 
"Bathroom," Nick says, nodding in that general direction. 


"| wanna go to bed, but it's way over there, and your leg is kinda nice," | say, lazily pointing in the direction of 


the bedroom | share with Roger. 
"You can stay there if you like," Nick says, smiling down at me. | hear Rick chuckle over buy the piano. 


‘Mmkay," | say as | roll over on my other side. | feel Nick stroking my hair and | smile to myself. It doesn't 
bother me that he does it. All of them have done it once in their lives. | like to fall asleep on my roommates a 


lot. 


| hear the bathroom door open and hear Roger making his way into the front room. | assume he wants to sit 
on the couch, so | curl up closer to Nick, only to be walked past. | sit up to pull my shoes off and see Roger 
returning from the kitchen with a banana. 


| lie back down on Nick's leg and make room for Roger. 


"Roger, whatever you do, do not make eye contact with anyone while you eat that!" | said looking at him. He 
looked my straight in the eye and took a very slow bite of his banana. When he was finished, he waggled his 


eyebrows at me. 
"Stop it!" is said as | pushed him with my foot. 


Roger and | have been friends for years. We knew each other since our days in primary school in Cambridge. 
We had all of our classes together all the way through high school. | cherish our friendship. We've known each 
other practically our entire lives and | don't want anything to change. | can still remember the day we met, 
when we were both five. 

vn 


| was so excited to finally go to school! | wanted to make friends and most of all | wanted to learn. | also 


wanted to get away from my baby brother. He was becoming a real pain | was new at the school so | didn't 
know anyone there. | found the desk with my name on it. | was in the row at the far left, so there was only 


one desk next to me. It was currently empty. 


About five minutes later, a boy came and sat in the desk next to me. My mother and father had taught me 
to be polite so | decided to put all that practice to good use. 


"Hi," | said to the boy. 

"Hi" he said shyly and turned away. 

"What's your name?" | asked. 

"George," he said, not making eye. 

‘lm Layla," | said with a big smile. "Want to be friends?" 


"Sure," he said, a huge smile spreading across his face. 
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"How was work?" Roger asked. We were in bed now. Roger and | shared an old beat up mattress we found on 
the side of the road. It wasn't very comfortable, but it was better than the floor. Who knows what diseases 
and bugs were in it. We didn't care, we were desperate. 

"Crap," | said in his general direction 


"What happened?" he asked while he lit up a cigarette. 


"Nothing in particular, just with it being Friday, we were really busy and | was being yelled at by drunken old 
men to take requests." | took a cigarette from the box in the middle of the bed and lit up myself. 


"Did you?" he asked. 


"I had to if | wanted to keep my job," | said before | took a drag. 
"What was the most requested song?" Roger asked, interested. 


"Fever by Peggy Lee and Johnny be Goode by Chuck Berry," | replied. 
‘| would have loved to see that," he said, turning over. 
"You probably would have been the only one who appreciated it," | said as | turned over as well. 


"Oh well, more for me then," Roger said. 


"Hmm," | said with a grin. 
vn 


"Rick, can | borrow a sweater or something?" | asked. It was the next night and | was getting ready to leave 


for work. 


"Of course," he said. | walked into his room and took a sweater from the dresser and slipped it on. | was 


wearing a red dress that fell to my ankles, red heels, and red lipstick, a stark contrast to my raven hair. 


"Alright, I'm off," | said as | grabbed my little handbag equipped with cigarettes, matches, and my keys. | kissed 
Roger on the temple before waving goodbye to Rick and Nick 
| walked outside and wondered how long it would take Roger to realize that | left a mark on his face with my 


lipstick. 


The sun was setting so | could see pretty well. It wasn't going to work that worried me, it was coming back. 
Roger always worried that | would be beaten up in an alley and left for dead. | told him he was just afraid of 
the big bad world 


| pulled the back door of The Hideout open and removed Rick's sweater. The cool air of the club hit my skin 
unpleasantly. | winced for a moment then prepared myself to go out on stage. 
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The night was bearable for a while until a man in his late forties had had a couple of drinks in him and started 
advancing towards the stage. He started yelling profanity, calling me a whore and a floozy and cheap. | could 
feel the burning of tears while | tried to regain my composure. | couldn't lose my job. The man was escorted 


out of the club by a bouncer, a friend of mine named Tuffy from Macon, Georgia. 


After my song finished, the owner of the club called me backstage. She told me | should go home. | wasn't 
going to lose my job, | just needed to toke the rest of the night off. | went to my dressing room and grabbed 


Rick's sweater and my purse and headed home. 

| walked home half blind. It was dark out and my eyes were blurry from the tears. When | reached our flat, | 
stood outside and calmed myself down, not wanting any of the guys to see my like this. Once | calmed down, | 
walked inside the building. | walked up to out flat. | couldn't hear anything so | was guessing no one was home. 
| walked in the door and hung my purse on the coat rack and flicked on the light. | saw Roger sitting on the 
couch looking at me, smoking a cigarette. The sight of him made me jump. | wasn't expecting him to just be 
sitting there. 


"Jesus, Roger you scared me," | said, breathless. 


"You're home early," Roger said, completely unfazed. 


"| had a rough night," | said looking down, feeling the tears stinging my eyes again. 
"What's wrong?" Roger asked, concerned. 
"Nothing," | said and turned away. 


"Nothing my foot, Layla Jessica Barrett, I've known you long enough to know that nothing does not mean 


nothing," he got up from the couch and came up behind me, putting a hand on my shoulder. 


| turned around and looked him in the eyes. He had the most beautiful eyes in the world. They were a light 
blue, almost grey, like the colour of the ocean at West Bay. They were soft with understanding and concern, | 
laid my head on his shoulder and he enveloped me in a loving hug. The tears started flowing uncontrollably and 


my sobs were muffled by his silk shirt. | always liked the shirts he wears, they look ridiculous, but he insists. 


He didn't even try to get me to stop crying, he just held me there and rubbed my back sympathetically. Once | 
had calmed down, Roger softly asked, "Can you tell me what happened?" 


We separated and | looked up into his eyes. He was about seven inches taller than he, but | was used to it. 
"Tonight while | was performing, there was a man who had too much to drink, and he came to the front of the 
stage and started calling me a whore and a floozy and cheap," my voice was shaky and tears were rolling down 
my cheeks. 

Roger didn't really know what to say to that, so he said nothing. Instead, he took my face in his hands and 
brought our lips together. Everything that he couldn't say, was silently spoken in that moment. His lips were 
like velvet, | texture that | would never forget as long as | lived When our lips parted, he rested his forehead 
against mine and closed his eyes. We stayed like that for a moment, panting. | opened my eyes and looked at 
him. | left yet another mark of lipstick on him, but this time, it was on his lips. | licked my thumb and smeared 
it over his lips, washing off the lipstick. Roger tried to pull away. 


"What are you doing?" he asked with a smile on his face. 


"Trying to get my lipstick off of youl" | said grabbing the back of his neck He finally complied and stood still 


letting me finish my work 
"So, em, how about we go get something to eat," Roger suggested. 


"Sounds good to me," | said, no longer feeling sad. 


FIN 


